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MUSIC HATH CHARMS. 


[ONE PENNY. 


“ When our Christmas Number finally blossoms forth on Monday next, there can be little doubt but that the general Public will be considerably startled. 
Everything in connection with it is so excellent that even Poor Pa himself is satisfied. As in previous years, one of the chief attractions of the Numéer is the 
Music presented with it. This year Papa has gone a step further and thrown in a capital Song, written by G. R. Sims. Both Alexandry and Evelina are 
enamoured with the words of the latter, and they, in conjunction with my unfortunate male Parent, drive Mamma distracted at least three times a day.” —Tvotsie. 


SOME INSTANCES OF “CHEEK.” 


Asking an entire stranger if he can oblige you Telling an eminent poet that, if he likes to call at your City Knocking 3 man down and robbing him of 
With a cigar in order to utilise a stray fuzce you wldress, you’can give hima job to knock off a few verses in every bit of portable property he possesses, and 
have discovered in your waistcoat pockct, praise of a pill you think about advertising. then giving him in charge for being drunk. 


a 


A CRAFTY CLOCKMAKER. 


ALBERT PEL, when brought (0 trial for two murdera (he 
was suspected of having committed seven), was in June, 
1885, only thirty-six years of age. 

He was born in Savoy. His father and mother separated, 
and the mother and he came to Paris, where, with her 
savings, she established him, ona small scale, as watch and 
clockmaker. He does not appear to have done very much to 
work up the business, Two studies occupied almost all his 
time—music and chemistry. 

This young man—he was then twenty-two—would often 
shut himself up in his laboratory hard at work over some 
mysterious concoctions, the value of which he did not 
explain. But the drugs he used were mostly poisonous, and 
he had been heard to boast that he knew of poisons that did 
their deadly work and left no trace, 

At other times Pel, emerging from his stwlies, would 
swagger about at the cafés, covered with decorations, now 
declaring himself to be a doctor and a member of a learned 
society, then a professor of elucution at the Lycée Saint- 
Louis, lastly, an organist at La Trinité. Some people 
thought him mad ; none believed the wild lies he told, 

On August 16th, 1872, his mother died in great agony. 
She bad, for some time past, been but in very poor health, 
and it was noticed her son treated her unkindly. When she 
was dead, he drove away from her bedside those of her 
friends who came to lay out the body, and with a sneer bade 
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them dry their eyes and go about their business, He then ran- 
sucked the contents of the room, even raising the boards of the 
floor to search for money. When questioned as to his mother's 
sudden death, he said she had been tampering with his electric 
battery and received a shock, The neighbours murmured, but 
nothing was done, 

Two years later his father died, leaving him about £800, when he 
sold off his stock and lived as an independent gentleman at. Passy, 
where his bombastic statements and wild behaviour landed him for 
hort time ina lunati lum. When free again, he ame a 

ping partner at the DelassementseComiques, and there lost 
what he had left of his money. He, however, though penniless, 
took a servant, Marie Mahoin, who, almost as soon as she ente 
the house, was seized by a mysterious illness, Ina day or two 
another woman, Eugenie Maver, came to live with him as his wife, 
and was taken ilalso. Both had the same symptoms—continual 
thirst, internal pains and sickness. Marie left, and at the hospital 
soon recovered, The other mysteriously disappeared, Pel shut 
himself upand refused to -ce a living soul, receiving his letters 
through a skylight.t For several weeks he remained thus, and then 
moved away his goods, When-he was gone, the porter visited his 
rooms and found blood-stains on the floor and walls. He was 
known to have sold the missing girl's clothes, but nothing was 
done. 

In 1880 he had again opened a clockmaker'’s shop, and the same 
year vot married. Two months. later his wife died after great 
suflering, with symptoms similar to those noticed inthe case of his 
mother and the other women. His wife had brought him a dowry 
of £120. When his mother-in-law asked for its restoration, he 
laughed in her face. 

The same year Pel married a second wife with a dowry of £200, 
and more to come to her on her mother’s death, Pel made the 
mother and daughter execute their wills, leaving all to him in case 
of their deaths, and then asked his mother-in-law to come and live 
with him and her daughter, She came, and both were taken ill. 
The mother left and soon got well. The daughter got well too. 
Pel had spent the two hundred, and the mother being alive, had no 
reason to take his wife's life. 

She, pen left him to return home, and Pel induced a eer- 
vant about forty, named Elise Boehmer, who had some little 
savings, to come and live with him, and soon persuaded her to 
supply him with money. She, however, finding his demands grow 
vers frequent, at length refused to advance more, and that day she 
fell ill, Again the sime symptoms—the same atrocious agonies. 
In the afternoon of July 12th, ISS4, a neighbour saw her in appa- 
rently a dying state, and this was the last that was seen of her. 
Again Pel shut himself up and would see nobody ; but a dreadful 
stench arose from the kitchen, over the windows of which dark 
draperies were hung to hide the glare of a large fire burning fiercely 
night and day. What infernal drama was enacting within? The 
neighbours were all of one opinion: he had dismembered and was 
burning the body of the woman he had poisoned. 

* * * 


* * * 
LAITEST FROM THE BOWWOWER OFF BLIS. 
mee an billium av add a nise tee, 
billium is a singin off a pritti im. 
ow much appier one iss wen good. 
wee are chainge bois. 
(Next week,“ Poisoner Pel.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
Ss 
*,° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope arse enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Thanks for cutting,G.S. TAYLOR ; We had secn it, though, before. 
Very impolite, then, W1LLON ; Why not have the ruffian's gore? 
Try again, DESPONDENT Loven, For you never know your luck. 
Thank you kindly, LATTLE MARY; You must be anarful duck, 
Fire away, A PAL OF SLoPer's. Jncorreet, of course, FD. Much 
obliged for letter, CHARLIE, Thank you,G.8.L.; we'll ace. Sorry, 
JAMES, we cannot use them, Haren't any apace, you know, AULY 
sympathiscs, ARCHIE, With you in your utter woe, Same as 
SLUPER, G. S. BARLOW. J/e's x stoncy broke as you, Very little 
doubt, F. ELLEN, Zhat it isa thorough da, 

aS 
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Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 months, 18. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.0.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
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PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Jtovksellera’, at 20 centimes, or by 
apecial arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 
NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will he paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall happen to meet 
with his er her death ina Latlway Accident to ike Tete in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy uf the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Honiway” be fonnad upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HAtr-HoLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Aingdom every Wednesday afternoon at 1 0'clock, and the 
Inaurance lusts one week from that time, expiring at 1 o'clock the 
Solloring Wednesday afternoon, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
—e 
We. Er—aw—Miss Mabel, all my friends tell me I’m a sad dog— 
avery sad dog. 
She. Indeed !—er--don't you think they’re a little bit premature, 
Mr. Puppiton? 


* 2 
* 


First Young Bride, Oh, dear! Everyone said 1 should find John 
out after I became his wife, and so T have. 
Sceond Young Bride. \wieed | Then you're lucky, 1 can tell you, 
because I can’t find mine at all half the time. 
Ld 
. 
“WHAT song's the most appropriate 
For corset makers, pray /° 
“Well, I should be inclined to state 
"Tis ‘Stay, my darling, stay !’” 
ssf 


= 
Sawney. So 1 heer McToddy is deed. Did he dee a natural 
death? 
Sandy. Oo, aye, considerin’ he deed in Glasgow. He deed of 


delirium tremens. + 
= 


First Sweet Married Thing. My husband, you know, dear, is 
subject to fits 

Second Sweet Married Thing. Oh, how very, very sad! 

First Sweet Married Thing. Not at all, dear; to fits of extrava- 
cance, I was going to say. Just come and look at the forty guinea 
sealskin he bought me the other day fora present, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 501.—The “Wimbledon Windmill” Costume. 


Agonising effect of Moses’ Patent 
Calf Improver u @ respectol 
ancestor of the t's. 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
The Hyenahawk. 


STACE O0GR 


Male Friend. Well, how do you like the new play? _ Actress. It’s splendid. 


Male Friend, Lines good? Actress. I don't know. Haven't looked at them 
yet; but the dresses are gorgeous. 


“Ma says matehes ar-invie in 
heaven, dad.” “Quite true, 
Jack.” “Where do they get the 
brimstone from?” 


BL 


FANCY R.A. PORTRAITS. 
No, 18.—Storey, 


(Saturday, December 2, 1893, 


ffe, And am 1 the onl 
your lips, darling ? 1 ne na eee Grae sipped the nectar from 
ae bs are, my love, 
. But—er—you w 
; think, woven sta one thick with Willie Lightfoot once, 
She. Well—er—ges, but issi ; 
ant well 6 Bpdecks we mere Sever on kissing terms, darlin<— 
s 


Lady of the House (giving party). Alice, d yr 
Screacher and qsk if she will 1 kind enough to oblige accep” 


song. 
Daughter of the House, Oh i 
voice! shel frighten ibelven: she—she's got a dreadful 
: of the House. 1 know it, dear; that's j F ‘ 
It's quis time everybody went now. y en mt why I neked, 
ses 


ee 
I saw entrancing beauty in 
My lady's bright brown hair, 
Until one day, in dropping in, 
1 saw it o'er a chair. 


A. I wonder why it is that doct 
side thar gates : loctors usually put a red lamp out- 
- Well, I should sav as a sort of ds raver: 
body to give them a wide berth, nets Seesl warning O7er:- 
s 


First Love. What! not en : f 
more fortunate than you. Sars Tee Rteel BONY Eve teen 


Second Love, Yea, dear; you’ f ae 
Laven yout es, iy i been so half a dozen times, 
s 
ScENE— Restaurant. 


Waiter, Serviette, sir? 
_ Countryman, Eh, what? Not me: if I want to blow my nose 
I've got a ‘andkerchief of my own, thank you, my good man. 


s 
First Theatrical Manager. This electric lighting comes in 
awfully expensive, don't you find? 

Second Lheatrica! Manager, Yes, rather! What a pity the 
actor's gas is no good for illuminating purposes. There's enou:) 
in my company to last a twelvemonth. ' 

s 


s 
The Butcher's Wife. Mrs. Skinem's got halfa dozen anders 
She told me to-day, John. ” pew bearilets. 
The Butcher. Ah! that accounts for it, then. 
out why she ordered a extry half-pound o’ beef. 


T couldn't mak« 


s 
Naturalist. You see these large dark-green eggs ; they are tho- 
of the emu. I have several of them, you see. 
Friend, Indeed ! you collect from curiosity. 
Naturalist, Er—yes, it atfords me a lot of emu-sement. 
*.* [And still he lives, 


Mistress, How many more times am I to tell you I will net hav 
things done in this way, Bridget? 

Trish Domestic. Shure an’ | don't know, mum, at all. at all. t's 
yezxelf that ought to be able to say better than me, lim efther 
thinking. ee 

s 


Youny Sharpshins. What is the meaning of the expression, “A 
tax on patience"? 
Old Sharpshins. Tin-tacks, my boy ; sharp end up, 
es 


s 
HE courted her for three long years, 
But ‘twas a passing whim. 
He jilted her despite her tears, 
And then she courted him. 
*° (Damages L0H), 


Old-fashroned Unele. Take my advice, Thoin:s, and always asso 
ciate with better men than yourself. 

New-Sashioned Nephew. 1 would—er—my deah uncle, ‘pon rv: 
word—er—1 would—er—er—if I could only find any. 


s 
THE Eminent begs to offer the following question, to be discuss | 
among the noble army of amateur authors: “Is it less hurtful & 
have rejected manuscript returned clean or soiled?” 
se 
. 
Miss Stick. Do you know, dear, Iam always being taken for ar: 
actress? 1 really think that I shall go on the stage. 


Her Friend, I should, dear. You wouldn't be taken for one then. 
ss 


s 
Snipper. Hullo! old man ; you look busy. 
Snapper. Yes; a fellow has got to keep moving nowadays. 
Snipper, Unless he pays his rent. 


s 
Weary Father. For Heaven's sake! try and keep that insect 
from yelling in that awful manner, my dear. 
Bachelor Friend, Wty do you call your baby an insect, Charlie’ 
Weary Father. Why? Oh, because he keeps me awake at nig: ’ 
ss 


s 
Overheard in Dreas-Circle of Frivolity Theatre. 
Man. I'm just going out to get—er—a little—er—fresh air, dear. 
Woman. I wish youd send me in a glass of the same, dear, 1m 
thirsty, too. els 
s 
Bumble. An actor has to be a great kidder. 
Rumble. Yes, for a good actor kids the public, while a bad one 
kids himeelf. “° 


Little Tommy. Does your dada tell you fairy tales? 
Little Johnny. No; but I've heard mamma say that he tells her 
some sometimes, when he comes home late from business. 


s 
Native. Ours is a wonderfully healthy neighbourhood ; nobodr 
ever dies here. We've got a cemetery over yonder, and never yet 
had a funeral. We shall have to kill somebody to make a start. 
Stranger. No need for that. I heard to-day a young doctor 
intends to start in practice here shortl ive 


* 
FULL all the evening in the dance 
Sped Maudie’s little feet— 
She danced for miles ; but homeward bound 
She wouldn't walk a street, 


Jim, Do you like fishing? 
Jams. Oh, yes, awfully! but it don't agree with me. 
Jim. Really ! , 
Jams. No, what with the headache next day, the loss of sppetite. 
the shaky hand, and one thing and another, I've been ubliged to 
swear off fishing. ee 
s 


De Masher, Haw! I don't believe, don'tyerknow, in the—er—«r 
—theory of—er—like marrying like, don’tyerknow. I think — haw 
—that everybody should marry their—ch /—what is it?) Oh, ye>— 
antithesis! 

Friend, Well, that will be all right for you. 

De Masher. Eh? What? How d'ye mean? 

Friend, Why, there are plenty of pretty, clever girls about. 


— 


Ewery Monday. One Halfpenny.-. 


LARKS! 


Just Out. Sixteen Pages. One Penny. 


““CHRISTMAS' LARKS.” 


Saturday, December 2, 1893.3 
TOOTSIE AT THE SAVOY. 


What was that little difference between Mr. W. S. Gilbert and 
«ir Arthur Sullivan that promised, once on a time, to deprive us 
for evermore of those comic 
operas of the composition of 
which they alone possess the 
secret? So many th “ having 
happened since then, it is quite 
posible they themselves have 
orgotten what the tiny trouble 
was about, and it is very sure 
the rest of the world have, even 
if they ever knew. It is all over 
now. All have kissed and made 
friends again, and a national 
calamity has been averted. This 
is as it ought to be. 

The Gilbert-Sullivan combi- 
nations are as necessary to some 
people as the Moore and Burgess 

instrels, the Mohawks, Mr. 
Maskelyne, or the Human Phe- 
nomenon eating coal, coke and 
candles at the Aquarium. 

Fig 8 Line 7 Meg found at 
other other composers 
and other anthoes, and lots of 
clever actors and singera, and a 
, great deal of good fun, but not 

, quite to the taste of the Gilbert- 
‘/ Sullivan following, who require 
their particular blend, and now 
they are all crowding back to 
Mr. te Carte's beautiful 
theaize as happy as happy can 

There is no question that Mr. 
Gilbert and Sir Arthur work 
wonderfully well together, and that the pieces produced are not pitch- 
forked on to the stage, ns has been sometimes the case elsewhere. 
Turning over the pages of Mr. Grossmith’s most amusing book, “ A 
Society Clown,” I read that “ Mr. Gilbert will attend all the musical 
rehearsals : he takes mental notes of the style of composition, time, 
rhythm, everything, and goes home and invents his groups and 
business. For every ere he has small stages constructed—exact 
models of the Savoy Theatre—with set scenes. The characters are 
represented mf little bricks of various colours, to distinguish chorus 
from principals and ladies from gentlemen. No expense is 8 
to get the requisite accuracy ; and I believe the little model of a 
ship for J. ALS. Pinafore cost £60.” 

Jt must be a delightful thing to sit and see t big William 
playing quite seriously with his little box of bricks. But W.S.G. 
must be thorough if he is to be anything. He once elected to play 
harlequin in an amateur pantomime, and wonderfully well he played 
it, too, taking his flying leaps through shop windows with the 
solemn countenance of a , 

Lord Chief Justice. 1 believe 
he could do_anything he 
wanted to do—Hamlet, ventri- 
loquism, or roof diving. 

Says Mr. Grossmith: “It is 
well kvuown that Mr. Gilbert is 
un extremely strict man, and on 
all matters of stage business his 
word is law. All the arrange- 
ments of colours, and the 
original groupings with which 
the frequenters of the Savoy 
ure so well acquainted, are by 
him.” One thing is certain: the 
time and trouble expended on 
Utopia (Limited) will bring 
lots of money to the pockets 
of Mr, Gilbert, Sir Arthur and 
D'Oyly Carte, for the piece is 
certain to be a big success. 

Utopia (Limited) has not 
very much plot, but that is no 
great. drawback, for the days 
of elaborate plots for slight 
musical pieces are away. 
The troublesome people, who 
want to know “what it’s all 
about,” are becoming fewer in _ 
number, If one of them wanted 4% 
to know the plot of the Inst 
Gaiety production, he would be 
told “Arthur Roberts,” and 
thereupon shut up. , 
King Paramount, the ruler of an island in the South Pacific, has 
heard a good deal about England and its civilisation (presumably 
not from the columns of the Star), and resolves on Sugiiclsing his 
island with the aid of his daughter, a Girton girl, and a selection 
from the representatives of English institutions. This gives Mr. 
Gilbert some fine opportunities of chafting his native land, and he 
is highly satirical at its expense, which is Just what English people 
look for. Nothing pleases them so much as being ridiculed by one 
of themselves, though they can’t stand it from “a nasty foreigner.” 
The scenery, by Hawes Craven, is exquisitely beautiful, and the 
dresses are better than I remember at the Savoy. The drawing- 
room scene is splendid, and should fetch all Lady London. Mr. 
Barrington has a part that suits him admirably. As Tarara, “the 
Public Exploder,” Mr. Passmore is seen to great advantage ; and 
Messrs, Denny and Le Hay are splittingly funny. Miss Nancy 
MacIntosh is charming ; and Miss ina Brandram, in her song of 
“When but a Maid of Fifteen Years,” brings down the house. 


King Paramont: 
RUTLAND BARRINGTON. 


Princess Kaluba: 
FLORENCE PERRY. 


Princess Nikata: 
EMMIE OWEN. 


Trincess Zara: 
Nancy MACINTOSH. + 


Mr. Charles Kenningham is very clever; and so are Emmie Owen 
und Florence Perry. It is clear that with this thirteenth work, 
Mr. Gilbert and Sir Arthur have hit their public's taste toa nicety. 


Capt. Fitzbattleare: 
CHARLES KENNINGHAM. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FOR YOUNG LADIES ONLY. 


Deak girls, with your future happiness keenly at heart, and not 
unmindful of the opportunities that the delightful festivities 
peculiar to the winter evenings will afford those amongst you who 
are ticketed “eligible,” A SLOPER, Horoscoper and Interlocutor to 
the most reliable Stars in the Firmament, has drawn up the follow- 
ing hints to guide you in your choice of gems in your engagement 
rings. Though he has referred to “winter evenings” he has 
extended the list to cover spring and summer months to suit the 
convenience of damsels whose swains don't fall at the first volley. 

DECEMBER, the turquoise. Means “success"—in love affairs 
generally, but breach of promise suits in particular, Frank Lock- 
wood would no more think of cross-examining a fair plaintiff who 
wore a turquoise ring than he'd dream of drawing a caricature of 
the judge on the back of his brief. 

JANUARY, the garnet. Stands for “constancy.” A. SLOPER re- 
members a girl whose fellow gave her a garnet and then married 
her, and was so everlastingly “constant” that he never gave her a 
chance to tear up the nineteen other fellows’ letters, and she pined 
cad oor from fear of a dénowement. Give garnets a wide 

orth. 

FEBRUARY, the Amethyst. It's 2 mean cuss that gives his girl 
an amethyst. ‘Cos why?) They mean “x preventive against violent 

ions," and the man who is capable of giving one to a girl 
would think nothing of coming in at three in the morning and 
raising Gehenna because there was no fire to make Welsh rarebits, 
No; amethysts won't do. 

Marcu, bloodstone. “Courage” is signified by the bloodstone, 
and most of its recipients want it. Generally donated by intend- 
ing husbands who don't feel quite certain about their ability or 
inclination to dole out the “ housekeeping ” with marked regularity. 
anes “courage” is needed to go home to dear mamma and borrow 
a bit. Q 

APRIL, the diamond. Stands for “faith and innocence” both of 
which are handy to have in the house by those starting house- 
keeping. No mistake can be made—only mind that the diamond 
ts a diamond, and not a duffer. Refer to “ Uncle.” 

MAy, the emerald. Discovers false friends. Much in request at 
five o'clock teas, but an unsatisfactory stone on the whole. Don’t 
have emeralds. 

JUNE, agate. Means “long life and prosperity,” which are 
synonymous terms for sciatica and rheumatism, and gout and 

deo respectively. Very few people who have turned their 
second hundred feel really hilarious about it ; ask ‘em. : 

JULY, ruby. “ Discovers poisons.” Handy enough if a girl's 
fellow has got a job as public analyst of tinned lobsters, but other- 
wise apt to become monotonous. 

AvuGusT, sardonyx. Insures “conjugal felicity,” and, conse- 
quently a flitch of bacon. Applications, stating age, sex, and 
vaccination marks of the applicant, and marked on the outside, 
x Dunmow Competition,” should be sent to Lady Brooke before 

aster. 

SEPTEMBER, spphire. ‘Free from enchantment.” Not the 
“enchantment” that “distance” very obligingly lent to “the 
view,” but a more amatory kind. A sensible girl docsn’t want to 
“free” anybody ; so cross sapphires out. 

OCTOBER, the opal ; denotes “‘ope.”” You know the poet sings: 


“"Ope tells a flattering tale, 
Delusive, vain and ‘oller, 

Ah, let not ‘ope prevail, 
Lest disappointment foller——” 


Ppieter SLOPER's not the man to fly in the face of the poet. 
tly : 

NOVEMBER, the topaz ; “true fidelity.” How charming is “true 
fidelity "—in marked contrast to “ un-true fidelity.” A. SLOPER is 
not quite sure that it wouldn't pay a girl to wait until next 
November—the month having just cl [—in order to secure the 
real article. When you ask for “true fidelity ” see that you get it, 
and reject spurious imitations put upon the market by unscrupulous 
manufacturers to secure additional profit. 


— 


A NICE DISTINCTION. 


Your poor old milk-dame’s sore distressed 
Because your bills you’ve paid not : 

Your custom's more than all the rest, 
And longer she can trade not. 

But, though her shop she’s forced to close, 
Though ruin waits upon her, 

You need but mock her wants and woes— 
Your debt's no debt of honour! 


What though your baker rails and raves? 
What though your butcher sneer! 

What though your grooms and kitchen slaves 
Have awed ad no wages ? 

What though your mother’s health must fade, 

use you've sponged upon her 

By borrowing cash you've ne'er repaid ?— 

No debts are these of honour 


But to the pares proud wealthy wight, 
Within a gambling den, 

You at ecarté lost last night 
A hundred pounds and ten. 

And, lest in high Society 
You be esteemed a “ goner,” 

That debt ere midnight paid must be— 
For that’s a debt of honour ! 


IN THE TEA ROOM. 


It was in the Bun-and-Glass-of-Milk-Department at Robinsonio's 
Drapery Establishment, and a couple of young matrons had liter- 
ally torn themselves away from the fancy underlinens to get a cup 
of chocolate apiece. 

“You know, dear, [ always set apart Wednesday as my shopping 
day,” remarked the first, as she nibbled the end off a twopenny 
meringue and peered into it jierinely after cream. “ And, really, 
the whole of the shopping falls upon me.” She gave vent to a 

retty little laugh, as though her good nature managed to sustain 
under the burden. “ Yes,” she continued, “I daren't leave 
anything to John. Poor fellow, tradesmen do impose upon him 
so! I always say that when men want anything they go into the 
first shop they see and pay the shopkeeper whatever he chooses to 
ask them. Por instance, John used to buy his cigars in Bond 
Street—paid fire nde a box for them, dear—and seventy shil-. 
lings a dozen for Scotch whisky at a place in Pall Mall. Thought 
I to myself, if you can't do better than that, Henrietta, you're no 
housekeeper. But 1 am. I went to a place called the Mile End 
Road we bought him a whole box for six and sixpence—and such 
a pretty box, too—whilst I saved at the rate of to Gases @ dozen 
on the whisky at my own grocers, and then only bought a single 
bottle! It’s called Hooper's Hieland Heartburn, at two and 


four !”" 

Then little Mrs, Jones who had been listening, iggled approv- 
ingly and madea mental note to tell J. to stick to the brandy when 
they paid their next duty visit to the Browns. 


Ewery Thursday. One Halfpenny. 


QUIPS. 
Ready December 14th. One Halfpenny. 


“CHRISTMAS QUIPS.” 


TWENTY-FOUR PAGES. 


oe 
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THAT CHEMIST. 


—.-— 


As for secing a doctor in his professional capacity, I loathe it. 

Let disease grip me, or gnawing pain test my powers of adjectival 
utterance; let the 
fellest of fell mi- 
crobes dog my every 
footstep — nay, let 
me fulfil my destiny 
with but the eighth 
part of a single lung 


to aid respiration, 
and I will be com- 
paratively — happy, 


peeraine that Tam 
ept completely ig- 
norant as to the 
immediate cause of 
my discomfort and 
its probable ulti- 
mate result, 

But to be sounded 
and punched and 
7 aban, and 
then gravely in- 
formed that you 
have but the eighth 
of a lung to depend 
on, and to be ac- 
tually charged for 
that cheering infor- 
mation, is a state of 
affairs that nothing 
short of an Act of 
Parliament can re- 
medy. It's frightful 
—it’s heathenish— 
it’s immoral ! There- 
fore, I avoid the confounded medical profession as far as I can. 

Occasionally, however, | effect a compromise between the devil 
and the deep sea: I see a chemist. 

1 saw one once. fle gave mea rare turn. Were I a follower of 
the Prophet, I should pray that the grave of his father might be 
defiled. Even as it is, Lam not altogether sure that | don't. 

It was a dismal-looking little shop ina street off Holborn ; it 
was likewise a tilthy November night ; and I had a head on me as 
big as the dome of St. Paul's. So I entered, and, affecting a careless 
manner, asked for a bottle of tonic, or pick-me-up, or something of 
that sort. Then I looked at the man behind the counter. 

He was a pale, hollow-eyed, black-haired, vamplrieh lookin sort 
of a joker, and his voice had a hollow ring as, fixing me with his 
eyes, he said, “ Let me look at your tongue.” 

I put that offending member out guiltily. I felt—nay, I knew— 
you could have 

rushed a suit of 
clothes with it. 

“Coated— 
*eCIPTIONS heavily coated,” 

aeeruuy he murmured, 
% with ghoulish 
satisfaction, 
“and the eyes 
dull and _ blood. 
shot. H'm! 
What time do 
you usually go 
to ge 


After being sounded and punched. 


AY 
‘) 


“Oh, generally 
two or three— 
perhaps later.” 

* A—a—ah |" 
(with a sort of 
approval). * Ap- 
La yp retty 

“Pretty fair— 
nothing to com- 


plain of.” 
“Um! Now, 
what did you 


have for break- 
fast this morn- 


mgt 

he flush of 
shame again 
mounted my 
brow as I truth- 


” 


“Put out your tongue.” 


fully replied, “ Four cigarettes and a brandy and soda. 

Then, if possible, his face grew feist and his eye gleamed with a 
more lurid tight. He positively gloated over me as he proceeded 
to ce some infernal mixture or the other, while he thus 
spake: 

m Yours is a terrible case, sir. You area candle burning at both 
ends, You will go out suddenly.” (I shuddered.) “ You may, 
perhaps, linger for twenty years.” (I felt relieved.) “I have known 
similar instances where even that period has been exceeded. But 
the end must come.” (1 felt cold all over.) ‘“ Look at me, now; I 
enjoy perfect health.” (I could scarcely credit it.) “I go to bed at 
ten and rise at seven.” (I shuddered again.) “IT have a cup of 
cocoa and wholemeal bread for breakfast” (I heaved), “and m 
whole physical conduct is regulated like clockwork. Now, wit! 
you we must commence at the very bottom. We must build up an 
entirely new system. Tonics would be thrown away upon you. 
You require something very different. Call again in a couple of 
days. This bottle will last you until then. You must take a dose 
every three 
hours. Your 
light may be 
extinguished 
even more sud- 
denly than I 
anticipate. 
You had better 


now. You——” 
But I heard 
no more. I 
drained the 
loathsome po- 
tion, — gras; 
my bottle, 
flung down the 
money, and 
fled. 
In the dead 
of night a 
sudden explo- 
sion wakened 
me from a 
frightful 
dream, and I 
discovered, to 
my great relicf, 
that the bottle 
of mixture had 


burst with A sitiden ex plosiva. 

force, and was ae p 

flooding the ‘tablecloth and carpet, with its delightful contents, 
1 never think of that chemist without a shudder and a kind of 


feeling that an extinguisher may atany moment be popped upon 
my light. 


MAN, POOR MAN! 
When you love. When you are lovel. 


©,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
uw her Sriends whuse portratts hive nut get been inserted, 


TOOTSIE’'S FRIENDS. 


No, 315.—Miss MADGE ARTHUR, 


“ Wouhl I had ne’er beheld thy fatal beauty !” 
—The Dook Snook, 
“Such charms as thine compel me to my kuees !" 
—Lord bod. 
“T've known no peace since first I gazed upon her!” 
—The Hon, Billy. 


1) This is not a skyrocket out for a heanfeast,—it is MoNab being chucked 
out of the Kirk. 


BUSINESS TERMS. 
“ Will you cash oie cheque for me?” “Yea; but‘you must 
bac! 


it.” “Oh, but I never bet,!" 


OISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTER 


There is no truth in the report that A. SLOPER was at the bottom of the diplo- 
matic incident that arose with regard to the performance of that merry piece, Jun 
Juan, at the Gaicty, the other day, The cause of the rumour was a little affair that 
happened when A. SLOPER was stretching his legs behind the scenes between the 
secon! and third acts. While the Eminent, as is his wont, was wandering from 
chorister to chorister, like'a buble bee from flower to flower, saying a kind word 
here, and offering a little fatherly wivice there, Mr. K. W. Royce came on to the 
stage so almirably made up, that even A. SLOPER did not recognire his oll pal, and, 
wishing to display his realy wit before the dear girls, becan chaffing the eastern 
potentate, who retaliated by criticising adversely the F.O.M.'s personal appearance ; 
at which, drawing himself up with all the dignity at his command, the Moss-grown 
requested his Majesty not to be insul/fun. Now, Mr. Royce ha: delivered as many 
puns as any burlesque actor on the London stage, and naturally knows a good one 
when he hears it; but this atrocity was too much for him, and, losing command over 
himself, he drew his scimetar and wonkt have taken summary vengeance on the 
wretched punster, bad not Mr. George Exlwardes at that moment appeared upon the 


McNAB CHUCKED. 


SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


The Coal Question, and what it might have come to, 


VIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—E. W. ROYCE, Esq. 


[Saturdey, December 2, 1893, 


“ Papa has discovered that I wrs 
going to elope with the new four- 
man, and seems pleased with t 


idea, Ne to say, I hav 
changed my mind.”— Eztract J; 
Letter uf Youny Lady. 


() 
: 


AIA 
PILL 
“Cf, 


scene, “Shame, gentlemen!" cried he—“and friends, too! Royce, put up your 
blade, and, SLoPER, drop that hauteur!" “SLOPE!” exclaimed Koyce. “ Royce *” 
ejaculated SLOPER, “ Yes; is it possible you do not recognise each other?” “ My 
brother !" they cried in unison, and flung themselves into each other's arms. But. it 
will naturally be asked, how was it Mr. Royce did not recognise the friend of his youth’ 
To A. SLUOPER'S shame, be it confessed, he, too (an unusual thing, by-the-bye), w.t- 
disguised—cloakel, in point of fact, in “ Unsweetened "—in other words, disguisest in 
liquor. After a short nap in Mr, Royce’s dressing-ruom, A. SLOPER was as freshos 
adaisy. But during that nap there passed before him the many parts Teddy Royew 
had played at the Gaiety. There was Smiff, who bevan singing “The Heart Bowl 
Down"; there was Don José; there was Little Fra Diavolo's disreputable companion 
Jackymo; Derrick ; Hassarac, the Captain of the Forty ; Genius of the Ring: V« 
tine; Rebolledo, in the Half-Crown Diamonds, you know ; Mynheer van $ tle; 
Dougal, in Kobbing Roy; Uncle, and all the rest of ‘em. “Teddy,” cried A. wh 
jumping np as Mr. Royce entered, * 1 am ready to drink your jolly good health! 
Send for sume * Unsweetened!" But Teddy wasn't taking any. 


(3) But the Laird and the Mcenister said, “A man whose breath smells 0° 
whusky can not be tolerated Lere.” 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 

Just half a minute, boys and girls, I will not keep you more. You're heard, perhaps, that Caryl’ Tallady, With words by G. R. Sima: The sympathetic melody One's eyclids fuirly dima, 
Storer means, Upon December Four, To place before his readers glad And all-erpectant gaze And, yet, Two D is all we ask For this immense production; And not for king or prasant can 
That mammoth, that stupendous work, His “CHRI8stMAS HoLipays.” Cram full it is of merry We make the least reduction. Look ont, then, on Pesce Four, For absolutely no man Should 
tulex, And jests and verses new, And over sive score pictures, all Right seasonable too, There's Iran be without this mammoth work, Says ALLY SLOPER'S SHOWMAN. 


~ 
a 


Lady. Your photographs have spots, and I am told they 
ast long. 


do not | 
Photographer, The sun has spots; and your photograph 
will last until long after it tase u Lb " 


Jobleg, . in’ the circle, ole 5 
fler ¥7Doryoul kaow anything boot! eqasrip : ; “ We have tried to induce our servants to stop, by giving them something tasty in dresses, bnt the honse- Mrs.*Arris. Law bless us, if T ain't bin an’ put “Un 
Suirkins, No; settling the next round’s nearer my mark, maid is leaving because she bas tu uuswer the duur sv ulten, and the covk because nobody sors Ler.” sweetened” inte the dough instead o' German yeast ! 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 
BE IN TIME. 

“sSoUND the trumpet, blow the horn,” for Monday is the day. 
Yos. on Monday next we mean to pulverise mankind generally, 
and England in par- 
ticular. Throughout 
the world have we 
already distributed 
specimens of the 
“CHRISTMAS HOLI- 
DAYS,” and what is 
the result?) Not only 
has the Archbishop 
of Canterbury sent 
in an orderfor twenty 
copies, but Lobe n- 
ie chief of the 

Iatubele, has ca- 
bled us to forward 
him at once, by spe- 
cial messenger, a few 
dozen, together with 
a fat missionary on 
toast. These are 
facts. If there are 
any among our 
readers who are still 
hesitating, let them 
at once send in their 
orders. There must 
be no delay. On 
Monday we mean 
business, if ever we 
did, and look to the 
general public to 
support us. 


* * 
s 


MEssnrs. FAULKNER & Co. and Messrs. Raphael Tuck & Sons 
have been good enough to send Tootsie an awfully nice lot of 
Christmas cards and booklets, and the dear girl is awfully delighted 
thereat. The goods of both these well-known firms are so emin- 
ently artistic, »o thoroughly up to date, that it would be quite 
impossible to say which are the better, even if one were inclined 
to make so odious a comparison. The best advice we can give 
intending purchasers is to aape both—they're equally beautiful. 
Messrs. Faulkner's address is 4] Jewin Street, E.C., whilst Messrs. 
Raphael Tuck do business from 72 and 73 Coleman Street. 


. 
THE Empire Matinées are becoming very popular, especially 
with ladies and children, the little ones ig ie considered both as 
to entertainment and prices, as the management have conceded the 
half-price to them, *,° 


“Jupy's ANNUAL” is just out, and—well, there, if you want a 
novel and entertaining shilling’s worth, rush to the nearest bookstall 
or stationer’s and plank down 
the merry bob at once, or 
send 1s, 24d. for a copy to 99 
Shoe Lane. In the now 
fashionable coster phrase- 
ology it's “a fair knockout, 
that's what it is.’ “On and 
Ott” is its title; its contents 
—thirty-tive illustrated inter- 
views with leading actresses, 
by the Call Boy, the sprightly 
young gentleman who does 
Judy's dramatic criticism, So 
there, if you want to know 
what Florence St. _ John, 
Letty Lind, Cissy Loftus, 
May Yohé, Lottie Venne, 
Sylvia Grey, Marie Lloyd, 
Violet Cameron, — Ellaline 
Terriss, Phyllis Broughton 
and all) the other fair 
lidies have to say about 
themselves, also what they 
look like in their new photos, 
yo for “Judy's Annual.” 


* 

THE Middlesborough 
Ally Sloper Social Benetit 
Society held their Anni- 
vy Dinner on Wed. 
nesday last, November 29th, 
when, despite the unavoid- 
able absence of the Eminent, 
who is vice-president of the concern, a most festive evening 
was spent by all present. Host Smith, who looked after the 
catering, und the energetic and courteous secretary, Mr. J. 
Temple, F.0.8., deserve, and we hope got, much credit for the 
excellence of their respective arrangements. 


s 
THE Mildewed Mound has this day been graciously plersed to 
confer the “ Award of Merit ” upon W. Yous BRADFIELD, 
because he's a rixing actor, “Feyther,” chortled the Cerulean- 
Orbed Call Boy, “ wot a heye you ‘ave for buddin’ genihus, to be 
sure, I'm right glad you're spotted Bradfield, ‘cos although ’e 
‘aint bin a-treadin’ the boards long 'e’s one of the leadin’ lights of 
the perfession already. Look ‘ow ‘e followed up Arthur Roberts 
in Ja Zown, and now ‘e's fairly knocking ‘em in A Gaiety Girl, I 
tell yer.” And Alexandry winked one of his azure optics know- 
ingly, and left the Antiquated to his own retlections, 


s 

ALTHOUGH but a farcical comedy, A Screw Lovse has answered 
its purpose admirably, At one time the Vaudeville Theatre seemed 
tr <a to be losing caste, 
vi yH but Mark Mel- 
ford has put an 
altogether different 
complexion on 

affairs. He 
taken up the reins 
of management 
with the determina- 
tion to succeed ; 
and what is the re- 
sult?) Well, go 
yourselves and 
see. homas 
Thorne, during his 
term of manage- 
ment, may have had 
crowded houses, 
but the present 
manager is still 
more successful. 
From an authentic 
source we learn 
that money is 
turned away night- 
ly. W. L. Abing- 
oa Fred Thorne, 
and Gertrude 
Kingston are all en- 
gaged in the in- 
terpretation of the piece; and suffice it to say that their efforts, 
tozether with those of the manager, make it one of the most suc- 

cessful in London, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAYs 


It was a lively evening on Friday week last, when all London, 
or its sepresatatives: attended the Canterbury Music-Hall. The 
occasion was the Forty - first : 

Anniversary of the opening ; 
nnd what a time we had of it, to 
be sure, Not only were there 
upward of a hundred turns, but 
everyone appreciated them into 
the bargain. Conseaeatey, 
smiles predominated through- 
out the evening. At three 
o'clock the next morning, sun- 
dry cnbs could be seen emerging 
from the vicinity of 
Westminster 

Bridge Road. The 

cabmen and horses 

were thoroughly 

sober, but on the 

condition of their 

fares we would 

prefer to remain 

silent. *\° 


“Fun ALMANAC For 1891” 
is about the best twopenn’orth 
A. SLOPER has seen for some 
time. The Double-Page Car- 
toon, by Dudley Hardy, “On 
Strike,” is simply grand. It 
represents a lot of very tovth- — ‘ 
some yirls, putting it pretty plainly to the male things present 
that “We are going to do without you.” The Number is full 
of extra good things from beginning to end, and being printed 
on tinted paper in different coloured inks, is about as novel look- 
ing as it possibly could be. The whole show is got up by Mr. 
Charles Dalziel, to whom A. SLOPER respectfully bows his head 
and bends his knee. a8 


s 
THE Post Office authorities are 


uite at a loss to account for the 
enormous increase in the demand for post cards of late. We don't 
mind telling you privately, it's the Quips Name Guessing Prize 
that does it. It’s caught on like wildfire, and no wonder, when 
you're offered a chance of winning £10 to £15—perhaps more, by 
simply sending ina post card. You'd be a jay not to go for it. 
Oh! Quips is a success, and no mistake, And only a ha'penny, too! 


s 
A. SLOPER has suffered a sad loss. Last week, during the heavy 
winds, he had the misfortune to lose his hat, together with two of 
his remaining hairs, From an cuthentic source he learns that the 
former is now hobnobbing with the man in the moon. If anyone 
will return it to the “Sloperies” they will receive as a reward 
sundry kicks, together wit three of “Unsweetened.” 


= 

THE Smoking Concert season is, like the penny gaff at the fair, 
“just about to commence,” and for the next few months wives, 
whose husbands are at 
all addicted to this form 
of dissipation—we beg 
pardon, we mean 
amusement — are pre- 
paring either to resign 
themselves to their fate, 
or to set their feet down 
tirmly against John or 
Alfred going out to them 
at all, Smoking con- 
certs are thirsty affairs, 
there's no denying it— 
it's the smoke, you 
know, gets down one's 
throat so; and—well, a 
nice tirmly planted 
lamp-post often comes 
in very handy to many a 
respectable citizen on 


his way home after- 
wards, — Those “ small 
lemons” are very eleva- 


ting sometimes, aren't 
they? as 
s 


ProFEssor HARVEY 
Dunn, after eighteen 
years of faithfulserviceat 
Srill’s Baths, Brighton, 
has left for pastures new, 
It would be difficult to 
say how many people 
Dunn has taught to swim—thousands, at the very least. A.SLOPER 
himself owes a good deal to Dunn in this respect, besides about one 
and fivepence halfpenny in cash, which he borrowed from the 
Professor one night in the Bedford Shades. Wherever Dunn may 
fr. he carries with him the good wishes and recommendation of the 

ildewed and Moth-Eaten Fabric, 

s 


WE have the highest authority for contradicting the statement 
that Captain Bloudwing intends to tender his resignation to the 
Ball's Pond Banditti. The pitiless chief may, to use his own 
graphic expression, have “ got the bloomin’ ’ump ” of the numerous 
rebuffs experienced by the band, but resign—never! While that 
fearless heart continues to beat, readers of that giant comic, Larks / 
may rest assured Bloodwing alone captains the Banditti of Ball's 
Pond. *.° 


A. SLOPER is not a vindictively inclined sort of Johnnie, by any 
means, but he couldn't help feeling a thrill of intense satisfaction 
when he read the other day that a couple of ruftians, convicted of 
brutally assaulting helpless women and children, had been sentenced 
to receive a dose of the “cat,” in addition toa term of imprison- 
ment. The old Biblical principle, an eye for an eye and a tooth 
for a tooth, is a wonderfully sound one, and mere imprisonment is 


not punishment cnough for a great hulking coward who takes ad- 
vantage of his brute strength to intlict injury upon a weak woman 
or ahelpless child. Such scoundrels deserve to be made to feel 
some of the pain they have intlicted on their victims, and A. 
SLOPER is glad to observe that in all probability they are likely to 
get it, 


(Saturday, December 2, 1893. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOK THE WEEK ENDING 9TH DEceMBeER, 1s 

, 

3rd December, 1888,.—Mr. Justice Mathew, in sentence! 
prisoner at Essex Assizes, at Chelmsford this day, toa day's imines 
ment for stealing some fowls in 1886, said that, as the princes re 
been in prison twelve months for stealing fowls in 1887, it wan, | 
the custom in England that he should be punished for a, .-. 
committed before he went to prison, He was asked to pase 
secutive sentence, but it was a thing he should not A =i 
unknown in England, and he ho counsel would alway.) 
i loon and inform the judge when such a state of thinys o.-, tire 
When a man had suffered moral bankruptcy by imprison ge, 
was too bad that he should be brought up to be punished (| 
earlier offence, and a judge to be asked to bear in mind whi 
called a previous conviction. 1t was un-English, i 


BPC C= ae ao eee 
4th December, 1792.—This day Symonds, nicknany«j ,) 
Ruffian,” fought a resolute battle with George Maddox. «4; 
Veteran,” at Datchet Sward, Berks, resulting ina draw. s\), 
was totally blind of both his eyes before he would allow hit. 

be carried from off the stage. 


as ss 
5th Decemher, 1829.—A Southampton paper of this 1, 
reports a remarkable instance of what was supposed to be... 
pended animation. On the night of Thursday in the previous \.. 
the Rector of Upham, Hants, gave a reading at a concert ji; 1 
village. He ha hardly resumed his seat when he fell forward. ::, 
was carried from the room apparently dead, it was thouzht fPuk 
heart disease. On Wednesday, this day, Canon Lee, of [ui \.. 
went to Upham to bury his friend, at whose face he took a |i. 
look before preparing to go tothe church. He was struck by 
lifelike appearance, and at once thought there was some hope tha 
life was not extinct. He therefore declined to conduct the bur 
service, and = that medical advice should be obtained, 4 \, 
doctors were called, who at first were of opinion that the heart \ 
Dearing but on further examination found that Mr. Bayliss \\, 
lead. 


ut 
Ut War 


elt ft 


ith December, 


6 , 1889.—A Paris paper of this date says: ~ [). 
day, being the Feast of Saint Nicholas—the Patron of ae, 
statistician has been ‘eet | busy, not oalr with figures respectin: ti: 
young, but also the ‘old boys’ or bachelors of the city. He <i.< 
there ure in Paris at the present moment 503,557 youthful boys. 10] 
86,700 anciens and hardened célibataires. Among these adinirers 
of ‘celibacy ' there are 20 single gentlemen, who are between nity 
and ninety-four years old, anti 10 who are bordering on ninety-nin-, 
Among the elors is one ex-married man of ninety-tive, wiv 
obtained a divorce in order to return to his gargunniérc, anid the 
wicked ways of his youth.” 

Wth December, 1683.—Under this date Evelyn says, « 
went to the Tower, and visited the Earl of Danby, the late Lord 
High Treasurer, who been imprisoned four years; he receiv 
me with greate kindnesse ; I dined with him, and staid till : 
Here | saluted the Lord Dunblaine’s wife, who, before, had b. 


married to Emerton, and about whom there was that mcaudaloas 
business before the delegates.” 


— 
8th December, 1888.—An inquest was held this day on 
Jane Merry, a very old inmate—she had passed her S0th yeir—.: 
the Stepney Union Workhouse at Bromley. Bridget) Div-t. 
another inmate, stated that deceased was employed as biti 
attendant. Witness went to the room at ten o'clock. It appesc 
to be empty, but, hearing a thumping noise, she went to the top 
end, and was surprised. to see the deceased's head downwards in 
hole in the floor. Only her legs were above ground. and wits 
found it impossible to extricate her. The engineer was sent ‘or. 
and, after taking up some boards, deceased was extricated. Edy si 
Sheere said that he was engaged at the workhouse, and on Thurs: + 
was called to the bath-room, where he found the deceased a). 
scribed by the last witness. With difficulty he released her. | 
took her to the infirmary. The hole was where the pipe hive 
bath were joined, and five boards were fastened over it. After t 
occurrence he descended the hole and searched the plice. |. 
found a whisky bottle hid under some wood, just whe 
by leaning through the aperture, could reach it. His suj 
was that the deceased was putting the bottle away, and =1i}4 
far through the hole that she was unable to recover her-ell. 
medical attendant deposed that deceased died tive minutes 
being admitted to the infirmary from shock. 


Oth December, 1715.—The principal prisoners token. 
Preston, this day arrived at London. They were pinioned at 
Barnet, and so led through the city, ax well the seven peers asthe 
rest. The lords were committed to the Tower, the others tv 
Newgate, the Fleet and the Marshalsea. 


ONLY AN AD. 


IT was a charming tale of love 
About a maiden fair, 

With pouting lips and sweet blue eyes, 
and sunny golden hair. 


Brave was the youth whom she adored— 
Who loved her madly, too ; 

The story of these two young lives : 
Quite thrilled me through and through. 


The tender tale of courtship I 
With growing interest read, 

And quite rejoiced when they at lengih 
Were well and safely wed. 


Alas, alas! their children sweet 
In childish tones now chirrup, 
And have their infant ailments cured 
By Bunkum's Soothing Syrup. 


———— 


HOW IT AFFECTED HIM. 


Well-to-do Onner of Small Cottage Property. I'm very glad ths 
coal strike has come to a conclusion. 

Friend. Why, how did it affect you? , 

Well-to-do Ovener of Small Cottage Property. Why, don't so 
sce, when coal is dear my tenants go first for the palings, the 
cupboard shelves and doors, and finally, if it lasts too long, for th: 
stairs. They must burn something, they say.—Fuct. 


TOO MUCH OF IT. 


Inquiring Cuss. Oh, by the by, how did that electric armin-~ 
ment that you fixed to your front railings, to save the wife's tly’ 
from being picked, answer? 

Scientific Cuss. Oh, I was obliged to do away with it. Af 
got hold of it one evening when he was gat and he bee 
swear, and he swore for three quarters of an hour until | « 
home to switch otf the current ; and he swore so hard, and >» : Pe 
and so pungently that the wife said she'd rather lose all her tus? 
than have it again, 


Wrednesday. Twrdpence.- 


JUDY. 


Just Out. Threepence. 


JUDY ALMANAC 


For 1894. 


Ewery 
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THE SONG OF THE SEAT AUCTIONEER. 


Wuo bids?) Who 
- a. bids? Here are 

SES UNC ! seats for the 

rs, 8] play !— 

For playhouses 
used y the 
ton! 

By instructions I'm 
favoured to 
stand here and 


Ray: : 
“Going '!'—Going! 
—tione!” 


Two stalls for Don 
Juan, the Sul- 
tan’s pet piece— 

Played by Roberts 
(a previous 
“ Don ” 


Three —tive—seven 
pounds each, 
Ven?) Thank-, 
No increase !— 

Going! — Goins! 
—Gone!” 
Nice box for the 


Haymarket— 
glorious chance 


(Asa Bushranger Tree is now on)— 
Kight—ten—fifteen guiness! Fifteen! No advance ?— 
Going !—Going !—Gone! 


Vor the “ Pav.,” and the “ Tiv.,” and the “ Met.,” and the 


lam offering stalls anon: 
Shall we say a “score” each for these seats, if en bloc P— 
Going !—Going !——Gone! 


—————— 


WHY SHE CHOSE HIM. 

“But, Lucy, why—why this madness?” inquired the old man, 
irritably. “With your education, with your beauty and your 
chances, to throw yourself away ona fellow like this—a man who 
owns he earns no more than four hundred a year ; it’s madness, I 
repeat—rank, utter imbecility !” i ‘ 

“And, Lucy, my love,” said her mother, “think how Sir Ralph 
loves you, You have only to say the word, and he'll send an 
announcement of the engagement to the Morning Post right off.” 

+ And then there's Lord Lovefish, too,” put in the old gentle- 
man, “Hle’s rather a rowdy sort of card, certainly ; but a countess, 
my dear child, 
just think of it— 
a countess!” 

“And—and, 
Luey, you've 
dozens of other 
vdmirers to 
choose from. 
There's young 
Cinvkure, of the 
Foreign Office ; 
he'll be made an 
ambassador some 
day, And there's 
Yallerbor, the 
soap King’s heir, 
and that fabu- 
lously — wealthy 
Ruilding Societv 
Director, what's 
his name? Why, 
my dear child, 
with all these men at your feet, it’s wicked—downright wicked to 
cream about marrying this pauper you've set your heart upon.” 

Then the fair girl put in her little oar. 

“How many more times am I to tell you both that I won't marry 
anybody but Arthur?” she asked, calmly. 

Her parents looked at each other in despair. 

* And you don’t mind syed | all your glorious prospects for 
this foolish infatuation?” inquired the old lady. 

“Nota bit,” responded Lucy, decidedly. 

pene res will give up a title?” 

“Yes, 


“ And Cinykure’s prospects?” 

“ And the Soap King’s millions?” 

% wnat - building society fellow's yacht and castle in Scotland?” 

“Willingly.” 

“Girl, 7 must be a lunatic!” thundered her father. ‘“ What 
Ueto . ggarly lover of yours to offer against such inducements 
> these?" 

The beauteous girl laughed quietly. 

_ “What inducements?” she renee “Well, I like that, I do, 

indeed ; it amuses me, awfully. Why, don't you know, both of you, 

tnat Arthur is head traveller for a wholesale bonnet warehouse, and 

he'll be able to give mea sample of the latest. French fashions, at 

‘ast a month before any other woman in London gets hold of it? 

What inducements. indeed! Well, you fairly make me smile. 
— 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
Lucretia LOVEDAY. 


Suk promised, in childhood, 
to take the cake— 
Oh, what a promising girl! 
She promised. in youth, many 
hearts to break— 
Oh, what a promising girl! 
She promised, when first she 
adorned the stage, 
To mightily quickly become 
the rage 
(And so she did—the rage of 
her dressmakers !)— 
Oh, what a promising girl! 


ao Ws Wa She promised to soar to the 


heights of faume— 
Oh, what a promising girl! 
_ She promi: to win 
deathless name— 
Oh, what a promising girl! 
And to move through the 
world with the grace sub. 
lime (olden time 
Of a beautiful goddess of 
(Which she does—moving to 
new digyingses sub luna)— 
Oh, what a promising girl! 


She promised the queen of 
my heart to 
Oh, what a promising girl! 
She promised to marry no 
man but me— 
Oh, what a promising girl! 
Bat I tind she has spoke in the self-same tune 
To one hundred maid sixty-five men since June 
(Which has let “promising young Indies” duwn about one 
hundred pér cent., in my estimation)— 
Qh, what a promising girl! 


her a 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


-_~—_— 


Oor.ess Road, PEBBLE BEACH, STONEBROK ESUIRE, 
Nocember 2rd, 18%. 

My Dearest ALLY.—I am in great trouble, as you see by my 
using black-bordered paper. The tact is, Lam stoney—dead broke 
—not a single copper to bless myself with. This being the 
ease, I felt that there was one man in whom IT could contide, in 
whose sympathetic ear Peould pour my sorrows : and that man was 
the Great and Only Storer, whose generosity and benevolence are 
household words, © Now, dearest, kind-hearted old ALLY, just one 

maltry “tenner,” and I will for ever bless you, I know you will— 
n fact, so sure am I of your complying with my request, that I 
have been round to all the tradesmen trying to obtain credit on the 
strength of it. So far, my efforts have been unsuccessful, which 
shows the faithlessness of human nature. Never mind, | hope soon 
to be able to tling a “tenner” in their faces and defy the whole lot 
of them—until which time, I remain, dearest ALLY, 

Yours truly, CHARLES HARDUP. 


————_s-—_—. 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 14.—HE Fauis INTO MINISTERIAL HANDS, 
HE had dyed his three hairs with a costlier dve, 
And he held up his head a few inches more high. 
He had purchased new patches for breeks and for coat, 
And he strutted about like a person of note. 
And wherever he went—this old ALLY of ours— 
He would chortle, and chirrup, and chatter for hours 
O'er his timely display of remarkable powers 
In the way he had settled the Coal War! 


“When the great Bank of England was jolly near thrown 
Into bankruptey once, I just lent it the loan 
Of a few tritling millions Fd got in my purse, 
And my kindness averted the terrible curse. 

It was I who the Triple Alliance tinessed, 

It was I who our factory hardships suppressed, 

But of all my achievements the greatest and best 

Is the way I have settled the Coal War!” 


Thus, proud as a peacock and glib ax an ape, 
To the hearers who listened with lips all agape 
He declaimed of his skill; and, anid the vast mobs, 
There were some gave him liquors, and some gave him bobs, 
Until Gladstone and Rosebery heard him one day, 
And they seinedd him, and shook him, and kicked him : 
“Nay, nay, 
You infernal old scoundrel, how dare you to say 
It is yeu who have settled the Coal War?” 


Then SLopeER, half weeping, made manly re ly: 

“1 will have you locked up for a-kickin’ of f. 

I will get you three months for assaultin’ a bloke 

’Cos you think he tells lies, when the truth he have spoke. 

Which my son Alexandry and Higgins one day 

Was a-fightin’ like Turks in a desperit way, 

An’ immense blocks o' coal they was heavin’ like shot 

At each other's fat heads : so my hoss-whip I got, 

An’ I laid it about, till the fools was o’erthrown, 

An’ I'd saved both their lives at the risk of my own. 
So I'll have you locked up for a-kickin’ of 1, 
An’ I'll have you to know that your sneers I defy, 
Cos I'm goin’ to boast, till the day which I die, 

Of the way I have settled the Coal War!" 


TWorPENCE. 
Post free, Threepence. 


ON MONDAY NEXT, DECEMBER 4th, 


ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 
ORIGINAL PICTURES NEVER BEFORE PUBLISHED. 


A CHARMING SONG, 


“A CHRISTMAS LULLABY,” 
Specially composed by IVAN CARYL, 
The words by GEORGE R, Sims, 
AND A DOUBLE-PAGE PLATE, BY W. F. THOMAS 


(measuring 22in. x 15in.), 
SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS PARTY. 


Amongst many other special attractions will be found 
A CARTOON, BY W. F. THOMAS, 


CHRISTMAS GREBTINGS, 


AND A LARGE DRAWING, BY HAL LUDLOW, 


BOXING NIGHT AT THE “FRIV.” 


(Representing Tvotsie’s Skirt Dance, with SLorER's Limelight 
Effects.) 


TWENTY PAGES of ORIGINAL PICTURES, READING and MUSIC 
never before published, 
TWoOPENCE. 


GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 9) SHOE LANE, Lonpoy, E.C. 


DECEMBER. 


WITH shrivelled limbs and shrunken face 
I saw December take her place 

When she must on her journeying o ; 
And, as she passed, I whispered lew, 
“Severe December, stern of heart, 

And wont to act a tyrant’s part. 

Who aye to folks by want accurst 

Hast done thy best to do thy worst— 

For once let pity move thy breast, 

And do thy best to do thy best! 

For in those homes, where suffcring’s rife, 
Thy worst or best means death or life!” 


Her haggard face December turned, 

And two black eves reproachful burned, 
“The months must come, the months must go, 
With heat or cold, with rain or snow, 

As God hath willed. And if my doom 

Ke not to plint the rese’s bloom 

On human checks, but pluck it thence, 

‘Tis not for thee to take offence ! 

But tet the strong man help the weak ; 

Let Joy dry Sorrow’s tearful eheck : 

Jet Health aid Sickness, Wealth aid Woe, 
And God will rule what winds shall blow £” 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

DertHs of “Winter”: Pathetic passages in the writings of 
Mrs. Stannard. 

A Nursery Rhyme Up to Date: Hokey-pokey had no ecents, 
So went to Rimmel's with eightecupence, 

LAND's End: The letter D, 

A FISHERMAN, who has caught nothing, 
the mathematical operation known as * nea try-anede.” 

THERE'S no need to place mustard ona thle. When the 
guests have gathered round, they have nustered alvendy. 

Why do people call Shakes, peerless writer —Shakespere, 
withouta Spere wouldnt be Shales pore ait oth 


like performing 


SMYTHE. 
(A Story oF MEDLEVAL TIMES.) 
——- 

CHAPTER IV. . 
THE singer was a burly, good-humoured looking forester. Tis 
laughing eye and pleasant face bespoke good comradeship, yet Us: 
firm grasp of his 
quarter-stalf, and 
the assured pose of 
his limbs, gave evi- 
dence that it would 
not out with 
his humour to tight 
with readiness if 
fighting was neces- 

sary, 
Geoffrey De 
Smythe, however, 
had no intention of 


fighting in then. 
He was bent upon 


conciliation and the 
satisfaction of a 
stomach that 
craved for food. He 
waited till he heard 
the refrain : 


“That in response to a 
wink softly closes 
her eye, 

Merrily ho, there's 
wisdom in winking !” 


and then, stepping 
from the thicket of 
undergrowth which 
had hitherto con- 
cealed him, called 
aloud : 

“What ho, good 
sir! you are merry, methinks,” said De Smythe. 

a Merry, faith ; and why should 1 look as sad as you, good 


A burly, good-humoured forester. 


“Tam glad you lack a cause, good sir, and sorry I have one 
80 potent, 

“ No cause so sad that a bow! of brown ale will not chase away,” 
said he of the forest. 

“A bowl of brown ale, if in the company of a hunch of bread, 
would not be altogether foreign to the cause of my grief just now. 
I trow my stomach is in woe at being so long parted from these 
amiable companions,” said De Smythe. 

“What! the sun is almost setting, and thou hast not dined! 
Good sooth, there's cause for grief in such a situation, Hey thee 
into my cell, good sir,and I will set before thee what will chase 
away thy melancholy had you not eaten for 1 week.” 

And s0 saying the hospitable forester bustled into the hut, and 
ere many minutes had on the board a dish of brawn, the remains 
of a huge pasty, and flanked these solids by a gallant Nom ce of 


r. 
DeSmythe 
needed no 
second bid- 
ding to do 
justice tothe 
fare, Plung- 
ing his dag- 
r into the 
rawn he 
hewed off a 
piece, — and 
speedily 
showed that, 
as the for- 
ester had 
made him 
welcome, the 
welcome was 
mutual. The 
forester had, 
meanwhile, 
thrown some 
not over 
well - picked 
bones to the 
De Smythe needed no second bidding. stranger's 
dog, and 
speedily that animal was making as hearty a supper as his master, 
which was saying a deal for its appetite. 

The forester looked with amusement on the industrious way De 
Smythe packed away his provision, and smiled gaily as he cut off 
new pieces and urged his guest to greater exertions. At length, 
when De Smythe could eat no more, and as he sighed when he sat 
down the blackjack after a mighty quaff of beer, the forester said : 

“ And how long is it, good sir, since last you had the opportunity 
to fill that cellar of yours?” 

“I cry your pardon, kind host, I should have had more mercy 
on your provisions.” ; ; 

“Nay, nay, I grudge them not. "Tis ever grateful to the feelings 
of the cook and conn eran his skill to see the platter licked 
clean. But methinks such a healthy appetite argues a somewhat 
lengthened fast.” “ 

“T have not eaten a meal for twelve hours,’ 

m Leelee pomrat M 

, twelve!” 

“Good lack! I would not fora broad barony be the round of beef 
you meet after TS 
a twenty-four : 
hours’ fast. 
But a truce to 
talk. I must 
drink to thee, 
and thee to 
me; and it is 
ill to drink to 
a man _ with- 


out knowing 
his name, 


Mine is Brown 
— plain Wil- 
liam Brown— 
and intimate 
friends call me 
Bill ; and thine 
z. ” 

is—— 

“Smith— 
plain John 
Smith; my 
friends call me 
Jack.” 

“Then here’s 
to thee, Jack 
Smith. Though 
thy name be 
but — plebeian, 
‘tis a useful 
one, T trow,” 

“The like to 
you. Bill 
Brown.” said De Smythe, as he raised the beaker aloft aud gaily 
swigged off a gallant refreshment. 

(Toh continued newt week.) 


“T must drink te t'iee” 


384 


THE “F.O.S.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


36.—Lonp Mayor TYLER, F.O.S. 

“Ts an extremely modest man, But not a retiring one, Will 
Probably he so next year, Somewhere about November, Is not 
an ambitious man. But is partial to turtle soup. And other 
gool things. Is g@nerous, Would rather give a man forty 
shillings than a month. When young, expressed a wish to 
vo to rea, Went from London to Margate, Sea didn't agree 
with him. He did net ayree with sea, Nor the fishes, De- 
clined to become a Jack Tar. Was not built that way, Returned’ 
to London, Determined to make his fortune. Found sixpence. In 
his father’s trousers pocket. Speculatel. Doubled capital within 
a month, Went on speculating. And doubling. Made a fortune 
in no tine, Spent it in less. Lorrowed another sixpence. From 
his mother. Continued to speculate. With great success, 
Doubled once more by marryiny. Became a prominent City 
man. And an Alderman. Then Sheriff. And finally—chiefly 
through the instigation of his wife—Lord Mayor. Con- 
gratulations, Chiefly because he is the latest Lord Mayor 
Tyler was create! F.O.S,, aud the ‘Sloper Award of Ment 
presented to him November 1sth, 1893,"—Lebrett Jmproved. 

“Wie 
ee, 


~ FI} 


A WARRIOR BOLD: 
Or, a specimen of the centlemen with whom we are at present. 
ut war in South Africa, 


SEEING PAPAW HOME. F 
Fapaw, Aw, s'elp me, this ‘ere is called the Land o° the Free! 


NONSUITED. 
* Awfully unfortunate, don’cherknow ; but Pweddy's fancy dwess 
didn’t come, so we've only put one dwess between us!" 


a 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Ary a 


NO DOUBT ABOUT IT. 


“ Won't you come to supper with us tonic’ 1. ~ 
Gus ?—mother's got such # beautiful sheep's i 
garlic on the roast.” 


View tad 


Tramp. T should be delighted if you could vive aie a 
job, kine sir. 

Elderly farty, What trade ao you follow 7 

Tramp. Gravestone makin’, 


WHY HE WANTED TO LEAVE. 


First Fair One, 1 wonder if George knows I have money ? 
Second Fair One, Has he propose]? 

First Fair One. Yes, 

Secund Fair Une, He knows, 


3 - 


itl 


(1) It chanced one day that little Billy Birchrod and little Tommy Chortler were 
having no end of a lark, taking run-away knocks at old Mrs. Tantrums’ door,— (2) 
When it suddenly occurred to them that it would be a bright idea to grease the door- 
step well with a lump of suet, then give a final knock and watch the ol! lady break 
her back—from a safe distance.—(3) They were in the midst of their operations 
when they were swidenly put to flight by the approach of the new parson, the Rev. 
Llinky-Peepers, making his first round of pastoral calls.— (4) The Rev. gent. had 
no sooner given his modest and gentle “rat-tat” at the door than it was flung 


ILLUSTRATED POPULAR SONG. GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. 
bf) Sean —— aol 


violently open, and the infuriated matron, who had been lying in ware, dashed ot 
and laid him low with a weighty hearth brush. “Drabbit you! Take that, + 
little impident monkey! Til learn you to come worritin’ round ‘ere 1" observed 1 
worthy thongh incensed dame.——(5) Then the greased step came into play,» 
Tommy and Billy enjoyed the entertainment immensely—more, even, th un the prs 
cipal actors. Mrs, Tantrums is now looking about for a cheap coffin, and the [+ 
Peepers is on the look ont for a less lively cure of souls, He says they want a cou 
verted bruiser to do the district visiting in his parish. 


“———AND STILTON.” 


ves8 “ Stitton’s off, sir.” “How long ago?" “About ten mine 


Ohvette sir” “HA'm! Wonder [ didn’t mect it.” 


“after the Baw.” een? 
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